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appearance of a city on active service. Many
small gunboats and cruisers pack the harbour. In
the Cunard- White Star dock lies the Mauretania^
painted grey and so changed in appearance that
from a distance I mistake her for a battleship.

"Pardon me/3 apologises the United States
Vice-Consul after keeping me waiting for half-
au-hour, "but I'm still very busy evacuating
American citizens."

Agreeably co-operative, he accepts my applica-
tion for a renewal of my re-entry permit into the
United States which will enable me to fulfil a
future lecture contract. Having filed the appli-
cation, I am now confronted with the difficulty
of forwarding the necessary fee to Washington
in a country from which money may no longer
be exported. I have no alternative but to send
the entire document to my bank manager in
New York, asking him to pay the fee. As I
post it, I wonder what happens to would-be
cross-Atlantic travellers who have no banking
account in America.

There are still children, I notice, in the back
streets of Southampton in spite of the official
exodus. The newspapers are filled with evacua-
tion stories from "the heart of Hertfordshire"
or "somewhere in Sussex", but already there
are signs that the scheme is not wholly success-
ful. Sometimes the householders, rigidly exclu-
sive and too much hidebound by class distinctions